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Y GAN. 


Pan oeddwn maes yn rhodio 
Foreuddydd yn yr haf, 

Fe glywn y Ferch o'r Bedlam 
Yn tiwnio 'n felus braf; 

Ac er fod dwylaw Gwen yn gaeth, 
Mewn hiraeth d'wedai hi— 

Mi gara nghariad friw i dre, 
Gwaith fe a'm carodd i. 


As I was out a walking 
One morning in the spring, 
I heard the Maid from Bedlam, 
So sweetly she did sing ; 
‘The chains were rattling on her arms, 
In sorrow voice said she— 
I love my love because I know 
My love he does love me, 


I'r mor fe aeth fy nghariad 
O achos gwaith fy Nhad, 
A mi a d'row'd i'r Bedlam, 
Mewn gobaith cael gwellhad; 
Arosaf yno er ei fwyn, 
Mor foddlon fyddaf fi, 
Mi gara nghariad triw 1 dre, 
Gwaith fe a'm carodd i. 


i 3 
My love did turn a sailor, 
My Father proved unkind, 
And I was sent to Bedlam - 
To reconcile my mind ; 
And I will stay there for his sake, 
Contented will I be, 
I love my love because I know 
My love he does love me, 


Os boddi wnaiff fy nghariad 
O fewn i'r moroedd cain, 
Gobeithio tawl y tonau ef 
I Scotland, Ffrainc, neu 'Spaen; 
Cael gorwedd rhwng ei ddwyfraich ef 
Mor foddlon fyddaf íì, 
Mi gara nghariad triw 1 dre, 
Gwaith fe a'm carodd 1. 


And if my love be drowned 
In the ocean main 

I hope the waves will throw him 
To Scotland, France, o’r Spain; 

For if I lay between his arms 
Contented will I be, 

I love my love because I know 
My love he does love me. 

Y MAB. 

Pan oeddwn i'n dod adref, 
Rhyw noswaith oleu, glir, 

At dy fy anwyl gariad, 
'Dwy'n d'wedyd ond y gwir; 
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Â phasio heibio 'r gwallgof-dy, | 

Mi glyw'n eì hochain hi i 
Yn d'wedyd, Carai nghariad trig 1dre, 
— Gwaith fe a'm carodd 1. 





When I was home a coming, 
Once on a clear night, 


Unto my true love’s dwelling, | 
I tell the truth all right ; | i 
And passing by the Bedlam, le 
With groaning voice said she, i 


I love my love because I know 
My love he does love me. 


O! ti yw fy anwyl Foli, . k | 
A'th wallt a'i olwg gwyn, — 
Fy anwyl gariad, O! paham i 
Yr y'ch chwi'n gofyn hyn ? 
Rwy'n dod i ddweyd y cyfan, 
— > Mawr helynt gawsom ni, 
Mi gara nghariad triw iâdre, o 
Gwaith hi a'm carôdd'i. 





Well now my dear Molly, | 
Your hair’s white and compact, , | 

My dear love, what is the reason b 
You guestion so exact ? 

I did return to tell you now, 
Of all the troubles had we, 

I love my love because I Know 
My love she does love me. 





